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Servicios de transcripcion 
ruido-mediatica 
desde 0x7B7 


kill your idols or kill yourself, or... 


From a long list of remixed despots comes the old saying that, more or less goes as “if 
at 20 you are not leftist, you have no heart. But if at 40 you still are one, then you have 
no brain!” or something. I think the same applies to fandom and I will even had the 
disposition to pick up a fight, if my arguments are not enough for you. I am aware of the 
contradiction of making a case against being a fan in the pages of a fan-zine, but that is 
only a tiny dry-leaf among all the dead organic material piled all over your favorite 
Autumn-season pathetic media landscape. To be a fan is o.k. if you are a kid, but 
afterwards is plain stupid and no posmo-politically-correct-mambo-jambo will convince 
me otherwise. Let the games begin ;) 

Let's start with the lowest of them all: cosplayers. Christ, don't get me started. If all the 
time and money devoted to this non-sense would be invested onto another 
undertakings, probably we already had figured out the solution to the climate change 
problem. I mean, when I was a candy-junkie kid back in the day, I dressed up year after 
year as the whole justice league just to get a sugar fix. But there is nothing pleasant 
about the sole sight of a bunch of 30-something guys looking like a giant yellow rat or 
whatever the heck this Pikachu thing is. There is this fan who tried to put together a 
Pokemon-themed party and got sued by the company which produces the shit. You 
praise the spits of some 70 years old coke-head japanese man and he despites you. 
There is this other very sick guy whose last wish was to see the last not yet released 
star wars movie. Now he is just a meme, an instrumental corpse, another viral ad in the 
advertising arsenal of a company that has a rat for a mascot. A kind of redemption for 
such miserable souls could be the so-called fan fiction, where the illusion of being 
creative is given to you by a sleek team of hired media theorist interested in keeping 
alive a money-making franchise. But even if you are part of this 1% who actually 
produces something, you would not be free until you break loose from this chains and 
embrace the creation of your own stuff. I know I am an old geezer, a wheel-chaired relic 
of other times who allows himself some hobbies (mostly chasing nurses in the seniors 



home where these bastards -my family- confined me) but people, do me a favor: to 
perpetuate the culture of your oppressors shows no dignity. You can extrapolate this 
behavior to all other big money objects of affection; movies, games, sports, music - you 
name it - and the history is the same: they don't give a (censored) about you, kid. 

Two big trends coalesce together behind this cultural tragedy: stretching of the 
childhood-youth era and nostalgia. Of course, they are tightly connected, as the curly 
side bagels of princess Leia's hairdo. But please allow me the cliche of pinpointing the 
usual suspect: capitalism. Just look at your favorite college professor, sporting sneakers 
and partying with you, maybe even sharing a joint while discussing Dragon Ball Z with 
your friends. Cool, ah? There is nothing bad about wanting to remain young but the 
worshiping of certain age ideal is as fake as your favorite organic chocolate bar. The 
reason is simple: young adults are big spenders, impulsive as children but with the 
wallet of a waged person, willing to spend their earnings in dolls which deliver the 
fantasy of happier times, gone long ago. Hence, instead of having a generation with the 
positive values of a child - that is - imagination, honesty and no respect for authority, 
we got left the lousy ones: all we have is a bunch of whiners kicking on the floor 
because some over-priced gadget is broken. A whole generation of capricious buyers... 
and fandom it's a way of keep them happy and buying. The same impatience individuals 
complaining because their internet connections are slow when loading food-porn (it 
would be more decent and human hard-core porn ) have no problem at all at standing in 
a line during 20 hours in order to get a phone or attending to the concert of their favorite 
band, whose members probably are just copy-caters of some sixties or seventies 
dinosaurs. And this is the cue for the other part: the (censored) nostalgia. Prepare your 
vintage sunglasses to be punched with my hate. If there is something more pathetic that 
the reverence for someone is the love for idols from a distant age when you don't lived 
in. Now, you are on your living room - fantasizing about being mod, punk, grundge etc. - 
whatever before you were born is enough to fulfill the masturbatory effect of nostalgia. 
Yet again is just business going on: what do you think is more profitable? To invest into 
developing new cultural goods or just to repackage or promote something already 
familiar for you? If you are still with me, please don't get me wrong: I am full conscious of 
the need of the reference to the past when you create something which is not entirely 
new, and of the joys of really appreciate some snippet of our vast cultural heritage. But 
obsessive behavior, crying out loud for someone you probably will never get to know, 
just being the dumpster of the cultural detritus of someone else without embrace 
creativity of your own imaginaries, that is, being a fan, is to support a hierarchical 
work-division system where the act of creation belongs to a certain elite. And if you 
agree with that you are just (censored). Go on to live your life suspiring for this david 
bowie-from-our-vault-exclusive-vintage-crap from “Dangerous minds”. 

Now, I just want to finish this thing as soon as possible because all about fandom 
sickens me. Until this point you might think that I am addressing to the so-called 
“creative class”. You are as wrong as that silly hairdo from that chick from the b52's. 



The idea is completely on the opposite side: there is no such thing as a creative class, 
everyone should be a creator and being a fan is just a waste of energy which 

encourages the idea of you as a sole passive recipient of corporate shite. If you like so 

much your black and white youtube panteon of media gods, at least take a clue from the 
old bastards of the 20Th century Avant-garde. After a century it is to me clear that in 
their quest to thrown the values of the bourgeois, they displayed a notorious disdain for 
former artistic expressions claiming that theirs was the real thing, that all before them 
were just suckers with more idea about how hens gave birth than about doing art (well, 
more or less). Naturally they failed - and big time - but at least their endeavor brought 
fun, experiments, new ways of making and great stuff. So, take this last advice from me 
-kostenbs. if there is a tiny remain of human proud in your filthy and lousy 

star-wars-indy-music-that-sounds-like-the-smiths-and-joy-division-mac-whatever-marvel- 
put-your-teenager-poster-here ass, kill your idols or kill yourself, or... 

(censored-censored-censored-censored-censored-censored). 

Prof. Luscus Van Der Fikti 

footnote: Prof. Van Der Fikti is a former college professor which now suffers dementia 
and spends his days in a retirement home near the Rhein river. His only contact with the 
outside world is a computer with windows vista. 
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